814                       Honore de Balzac.
that air of youth to which I had the w All is said. If, at my age, a man has : unshackled happiness, Nature will later possible for him to wet his lips in the c cannot approach it. Life will have be sorrowful jest. My ambitions are fa] Power is a small matter. Nature crea of love and tenderness, and chance ha to write my desires instead of satisfyin
If  between  now and three years changed in my existence, I shall reti Touraine, living on the banks of the L all, and working only to fill the empt even  abandon  my  great work.    My exhausted in this struggle; it is lastii wearing me out.
And yet, the affair of the "Cent Coi seems as if it might be settled, and my financial condition endurable; but a despairing way. It will save me wl have earned in the mass this year a i than what I owe; but the debts ha^ becoming due, and the receipts are cap Around me I have no one, or el friendships; for the nature of certain themselves only to those who suffer.
Frightened  by this struggle,   and even to see it, Jules Sandeau has fled 1are the apples?" He saw I had been dreaming. I wish I could explain these dreams.
